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Mercury In My Cup 


Author's Notes: 

| really had so much fun writing this. I've never written Freddie before and | had just seen Bohemian Rhapsody 
so | was itching to write something with him in it, so this wish came as something of a dream come truel | 
didn't know where | wanted it to go, and | toyed with loads of different endings, but to me the essence of the 
story is just all about that one night, so that's why it ended the way it did. Sorry if it ended up being 


convoluted, or dragging on too long. | hope you enjoy this! 


The cool bricks were rough and rigid against the skin of his back. He could feel the bass of the music inside 
the nightclub pounding away against the knobs of his spine - Tina was belting about how love was a secondhand 
emotion - and as he leaned against the wall, his breath was shaking in his lungs. He pulled a cigarette pack out 


of his pocket and grabbed with unsteady fingers at the half-smoked roach he'd stuffed in there earlier. 
Regular tobacco wouldn't do, not tonight. 


"Fuuuuck," he whispered to himself as the smoke breezed from his lips. "Fuck." 


His head fell back against the brick wall, and he closed his eyes and took another drag. 


It was him, for sure. Axl had looked several times - all right, fine, he'd stared - he had even asked the amused 
bartender, who'd confirmed his suspicions with a happy wink. After that, Axl had gone back to staring. 


And when Freddie Mercury's eyes eventually met his, Axl could actually feel his face burning through several 
shades of puce that he hoped would be hidden by the blaring lights of the gayest nightclub on the Strip, 
according to Slash. He'd hopped off the barstool, slunk speedily through the crowd of writhing bodies towards 
the back door, and after making sure he was totally alone, proceeded to freak the fuck ouf. 


ohmytuckinggodthatwastreddie fuckingmercuryohGODohmygodicantfeelmy face 

As he inhaled another lungful of pot, his eyelids dropped a little and his breathing started to deepen. He let his 
eyes close, as he started to bop his head slightly to the music from inside. He didn't recognise the song, but 
he liked it. 

Freddie Mercury is queer. 

Another lungful of sweet, thick smoke. 

You dont know that 

Oh, sure. Maybe he came here by mistake. Maybe he's checking the place out for a friend 

He'd heard rumours, of course, but he'd never paid them any attention. It was nice to think that his idol was 
like him in more ways than one, nice to think he had more in common with him than the love for music, but 
he knew how tabloids worked The second a man slapped on a bit of makeup it was homosexual this and 
closeted that and dear God, what about the children? 

Not that Freddie had ever tried to quell the rumours -~ in fact, when that music video had come out, when he 
first saw the entire band in drag crooning about wanting to break free, he'd actually wondered for a second if 
there may be a hint of truth to it all, and the thought gave him such an exhilarated feeling of profound joy 
that it hurt to breathe. 


Then, that second passed. They'd done it to be edgy, he knew that. To grab headlines, to agitate Middle America 
and delight the fans, and it had worked. 


But Freddie Mercury couldn't be gay. He couldn't. 
Why don't you go find out? 


He frowned at the sly thought, pausing with the blunt between his lips. 


Go find out. Flaunt the goods, see if he's interested What have you got to lose? 
Axl snorted at himself. 


"The fucking goods," he muttered, stubbing out his blunt against the wall and putting it carefully back into the 
cigarette pack. He was shaking his head as he plunged himself back into the throng of bodies in the club, pulling 
his skintight leather pants a little lower down his hips. 


You're only young and attractive once, after all 


IRIE 
He was a good dancer, if he did say so himself. 


Axl knew that when he swung his hips and spun, and buried his hands in his hair, and lifted his arms just 
enough so his shirt rode up and exposed a pale hint of midriff, that it did things to people. Chemical things. And 
he used that to his utmost advantage, always had, and never felt an ounce of shame or guilt - after all, it 
wasn't like he'd asked anybody to come slobbering up to him with offers of drinks, gifts, a night he'd never 
forget (he'd forgotten each and every one of his one-night stands, that he made sure of). 


So he used that to his advantage now. He shimmied and wriggled and licked his lips, and let strands of teased 
red hair fall over his forehead, and just as he'd expected, Freddie noticed. And when Freddie's mildly intrigued 


gaze fell upon Axl's brazenly seductive one, Axl froze. 


Oh my God You desperate groupie star-fuck, what the Christ are you doing? Are you seriously trying to seduce 
Freddie cunting Mercury? As if he's never had someone make fuck-me eyes and shake their ass at him before? 


Freddie's lips twitched under his moustache as Axl's arms fell limply to his sides. They stared at each other 
for a couple of seconds, and when Freddie started to grin, Axl turned and bolted for the men's room, hopping 


clumsily over the couple sucking face on the floor. 

"You are the biggest idiot alive," he told his reflection once he was safely inside and out of Freddie's sight. "You 
are going to go home, take a shower, and drink yourself to sleep. And when you wake up, if you're lucky, you'll 
have forgotten about how you fucked up your one opportunity to meet maybe the greatest lead singer of all 
time. And if you're even luckier, maybe you won't wake up at all. You complete fucking dickhead" 

His reflection stared back at him, looking suitably chagrined. Axl scratched his nose, sighed, and turned away. 


"| see you've perfected the art of positive self-talk," Freddie Mercury said, standing in the bathroom doorway 


and peering at him. 


Axl wheezed. 


"| mean, it's rather entertaining to listen to someone's inner monologue, but | must say yours sounds as if you 
don't like yourself very much." Freddie unfolded his arms, the studded leather armband on his bicep flashing 
silver, and took a step into the bathroom. "Don't you?" 

"Ahhhh.." He was grabbing for the edge of the sink, feeling quite light-headed. "Ha, yeah, um.." 

Oh, just kill yourself. 

Freddie smiled at him then, and flicked his tongue quickly across his overbite and glanced away. 


"I see. I'll leave you alone then, darling." 


"Nol" Axl almost screamed, then blushed furiously when Freddie raised his eyebrows. "l..don't. Um, you know, to 


answer your..question?" 

He let go of the sink and wiped his hand on his shirt, clearing his throat. 

"| don't like myself very much, not right now. See, ‘cause..'cause you're here, and l'm, likea mess. | tried to." 
He nodded past Freddie, towards the sound of music and laughter and clinking glasses. "Fuck's sake, | tried to like 
seduce you or something, like that's not the oldest, lamest, cheapest." He scoffed, and rubbed his hand 
through his hair. "And now l'm babbling" 


"Yes.." Freddie said thoughtfully, tilting his head. "I did prefer the attempted seduction over the babbling, 
although | have to say you are quite endearing when you babble." 


Ís Fredde Mercury hitting on me? 
"Can | buy you a drink?" Axl blurted. "You know. To say sorry." 
Cocking his head, Freddie scratched his cheek. "For what?" 


Axl made a broad sweeping gesture, as if to encompass all his actions during the entire evening since he'd laid 


eyes on the man in front of him. Freddie chuckled. 


"I'm much cooler than this usually. | swear," Axl said ruefully, rubbing his arms and hugging himself, feeling the 
gooseflesh up and down his skin and wishing he'd brought a jacket. 


‘lm sure you are," Freddie agreed, still grinning. Axl noticed the man had a dimple in one of his cheeks, and 


faltered. 
Honest to God, knock me the fuck out 


"Shall we go get that drink, then?" Freddie's voice jolted him back to reality, and the two of them made their 


way towards the bar, Axl walking a half-step behind Freddie, resisting the urge to cram his knuckles into his 
eyes and pinch himself. 


OHI 

"Axl Rose?" 

It sounded strangely foreign in a British accent. It sounded snappier, shorter. Axl liked it. 
"Yep" 


"You mean to tell me your mother held you as a newborn in her arms after the laborious yet transcendental 


experience of childbirth, and decided to name you after a car part?" 

They both laughed, Axl sounding slightly giddier than usual 

Did you just giggle? 

What? How dare you | do not giggle 

Apparently you do. That was a fucking giggle. Get your shit together, Shirley 

‘Hts not my birth name. It's my legal name," Axl explained, taking a long drink of beer and wiping his mouth as 
he set the bottle back down with a barely audible clack, drowned out by the dulcet tones of Madonna. “I just 


guess | wanted to reinvent myself." 


Freddie nodded, and sipped from his own beer. His cheekbones protruded sharply as he pursed his lips around 


the bottle. "I understand. Freddie Mercury isn't my birth name, either.” 
Axl watched him take another drink, his mouth slightly open, still trying to process that the Queen frontman 
was actually sitting on the wooden barstool right next to him. He appeared almost unreal against the sleazily lit 


darkness, and Axl realised that the more he looked at Freddie Mercury, the hazier his surroundings appeared. 


Like only he's real, and everything else is a dream. Or, everything else just doesn’t fucking matter, not in the 
presence of this fucking.deity. Oh my God Oh Jesus, Im sitting next to Freddie - 


Get a grip on yourself, holy shit 


Axl kept staring, until his idol was the only solid, clearly defined thing to be seen upon the background of faded 
silhouettes and muted bulbs of coloured light. Freddie snapped his fingers, and Axl jumped. 


"You all right there, my love?" Freddie asked, frowning slightly, but a gentle smile danced on his lips as Axl 
stuttered 


"Yeah, just, yeah, I'm, you know.. 

Beautiful, is that Shakespeare? 

"So what's your real name?" Axl said the words much too fast, flustered and wanting to drown out that snide 
voice in his head. Thankfully Freddie appeared to understand him. He swallowed a mouthful of beer, smacked his 
lips, and raised a mildly affronted eyebrow. Axl actually felt himself shrink into an idiot puddle of idiotic idiocy. 
Oh, nice one. Ask about his social security next. 

"Don't look so terrified, dear," Freddie said, nudging Axl's shoulder with his own. "Its Farrokh. Farrokh Bulsara 
Huh, You got off easy. 

“That's..exotic," Axl offered, glancing down in wonder at his tingling shoulder, then up at the woman next to him. 


Lady, did you see that? Freddie Mercury just touched me. | am never showering again 


"Why yes, | suppose it is, isn't it” Freddie toyed with his bottle, running his finger over the rim, and Axl turned 
quickly back to him. "What's your real name?" 


"William," Axl answered, a bit bashfully. "Rose is my real surname, though. Well, its my dad's. My stepdad's 


was Bailey, see, and my mother gave me his name.." He trailed off, scratching his arm. 


"Bill Bailey," Freddie said, moving his lips as if he were tasting the words rather than saying them. "Like the 


song.” 


Shrugging, Axl found that Freddie mentioning that stupid number bearing his name didn't bug him as much as 
when other people did. In fact, it didn't bug him at all. "Yeah, | guess. Like the song." 


"My name is better, though." 
Laughing, Axl raised his beer. "I'll drink to that." 


"Another round for me and my ginger friend!" Freddie declared, tilting his head appealingly at the bartender and 
drumming his hands on the bar. It occurred to Axl that everything coming from this man's mouth was a 
declaration He appeared to be incapable of just saying things, like a regular person. It was pretty awesome, in a 


bemusing kind of way. 


"Do you come to places like this often?" Axl asked, after the bartender had replaced their emptying bottles 
with fresh ones. Freddie paused with his drink halfway up to his mouth. 


"The question you mean to ask is, how gay are you, Freddie?" he deadpanned, looking Axl straight in the eye. Axl 
floundered for a second or two, then straightened his back. 


"Well, since you brought it up..2" 


Wagging his finger at him, Freddie shook his head, badly attempting to hide the smirk that fluttered across his 


face. "You know, you're an insolent young man, once you got past all the star-struck business." 
Axl grinned. "I'm not that much younger than you." 
"You look about seventeen. Barely old enough to drink" 


"That's not old enough to drink," Axl reminded him. "Not here." 


Freddie did a double-take, then waved his hand. "Ah, yes. | forgot the rules of America. Teenagers can 
purchase guns, but God forbid they touch a drop of alcohol” 


"Thus sayeth a bunch of white slave owners in the 1100s," Axl said, raising his beer in mock salute and making 


Freddie cough a little as he chuckled. 

/ made him laugh, Axl thought in dazed wonder as he beamed at the Queen frontman, who'd dug a handkerchief 
out of nowhere and was delicately dabbing his nose. Freddie Mercury laughed because of me. The guys are gonna 
shit themselves. 

"So, Axl Rose," Freddie said, folding up the hanky and stowing it into his pocket. Axl watched, amused and 
endeared by the propriety and Britishness of the whole thing. "What do you do? When you're not sending mixed 


signals to potential suitors." 


"Are you a potential suitor?" The coy question burst from his mouth like a naughty kid escaping from the 
clutches of his haggard mother. Freddie waggled his eyebrows. 


"You tell me, darling. If | recall correctly, you were the one dry-humping the air while maintaining rather 


prolonged eye-contact - " 

Axl covered his face with his hands. "| was young, and stupid" 
It was thirty minutes ago." 

"You can age a lot in thirty minutes." 


"Mr Mercury?" A breathless voice squeaked, making them both turn. "Mr Mercury, sorry to bother you, but 


could | please get an autograph? | just, | love your music so much, and | was wondering - " 


"Yes, yes, my love, of course," Freddie said genially, taking the excited young woman's pen and chuckling a little 


at her enthusiasm. "You having fun tonight?" 


The girl adjusted her bangs and straightened her shirt, a cheeks flushed as she bounced slightly on her feet, 
gazing in rapt adoration as Freddie scribbled something on a napkin. "Oh, I'm actually just a waitress, you know. 
They have a buffet near the back." She waved her hand vaguely, and blushed an even deeper shade of pink. 
"My boss wouldn't be too happy with me if he knew | was badgering the guest of honour, but | - | just love 
Queen so much and I'd de if | didn't say hi to you.itts Emma," she added, eyes on the napkin as Freddie signed 
her name under the short message. Craning his neck, Axl managed to read it before Freddie handed it to her 


with flourish. 
Freddie Mercury loves you, Emma. XXX 
"Always a pleasure, dear," he said, patting her shoulder. 


"Thank you so much," she gushed, eyes shining, clutching the napkin to her chest. "I'll leave you alone, but just 


wanna say, Somebody To Love is a masterpiece" 


It was Freddie's turn to beam at her, his face suddenly overcome with almost childlike pleasure. It made him 


look adorable, Axl thought. 


"Thank you, that's very kind of you," he said, waving at Emma as she backed away. Axl watched him take a 
drink of beer, that happily innocent beam still lingering on his lips. It made his front teeth poke out a little. 


"It is a masterpiece, she's right," Axl offered, wanting to keep that expression on the other man's face for as 
long as he could, because it was the single sweetest sight he'd ever seen "You can really hear the Aretha 
influence there, but there's also the sound of, you know, you Queen. And the lyrics are so deep, you know, 


it's..you really feel the pain, but at the same time you wanna dance, you know?" 


Freddie was rolling his beer bottle between his palms. "I really appreciate you saying that," he said softly, and 
something in Axl's chest squeezed. 


"Also, how the hell did you hit that high note? Did you get Roger to kick you in the balls, or something?" 


“Talent, darling, it's talent," Freddie said airily, sitting up a little straighter and firmly setting the now-empty 
bottle onto the bar. "And the teeth. They give me a four-octave range." 


"Your feeth?" Axl said sceptically, eyes immediately dropping down to stare at them. 


"Yes, the teeth. In England we all have terrible teeth, anyway. You'd fit right in,’ Freddie told him, eyes lingering 
on Axl's own tobacco-stained chompers. And somehow, Axl couldn't find it in him to be offended, because 
Freddie was smiling charmingly at him, eyes twinkling, as though offending anybody was the last thing on his 
mind but if someone did get their feelings hurt then that was their own personal problem, not his. 


"You never answered my question. What do you do?" 


Brushing a hand through his hair, Axl, blew air out of his cheeks through pursed lips. "Well, | just got fired 
from my job at a record store," he confessed, fiddling with the napkin on the bar. 


Freddie was peering at him. "And..?" 

"And." Axl shrugged helplessly. "It wasn't my fault. The manager just hated me." 

"Not that, dear." Freddie waved him off. "| meant what else do you do?" 

Axl started. "How do you know..?" 

"You have that look," Freddie explained. "Most, if not all, struggling artists have that same look. Hungry. 
Observant." He took out a pack of Marlboros, long fingers graceful and practiced, making the act of lighting a 


cigarette look aristocratic and weirdly ladylike. "Desperate to stand out." He threw a mischievous little smirk at 


Axl, dimple winking away. 
Axl bit the inside of his cheek. "Do | stand out?" 


Freddie regarded him, really regarded him, and Axl realised that no matter how many people saw you, they 
very rarely looked not the way Freddie was looking at him now. He had one elbow on the bar, holding his 
cigarette between his index and middle finger as smoke trailed from under his moustache. His eyes, dark brown 
and suddenly serious, were still and calm as they swept over Axl without being intrusive or violating. Axl didn't 


even know that was possible. 

"You do," Freddie said at last, by which time Axl had almost forgotten his question. "The red hair, its rather 
unique. And you have a." He smacked his teeth, thinking. "A certain.brazenness, about you. A swagger. | noticed 
it when you were dancing." He nodded towards the dance floor, which was still a writhing mass of human limbs 
and skimpy clothes and glitter. "And the whole berating yourself in the bathroom mirror spectacle. You're 
possibly quite insane, and that's attractive. The world likes their artists tortured. 

lm confused. Is he insulting me or complimenting me? 

"Are you tortured?" Axl questioned, cocking his head. 

Freddie cocked his head right back, mimicking him. "Mind your fucking business, darling." 


Nodding, Axl bit back a smirk as he held his hands up. "Shutting up." 


"You're a singer, aren't you," Freddie stated, head still cocked as he tapped the ash from his cigarette. 


"How'd you guess?” 


"You also grew up in a conservative family who would have kittens if they saw you in a queer establishment 


like this." 

The smile was starting to fade from Axl's face. "l." 

"You're egotistical. You like attention, but you also shy away from it when things get too personal, and more 
than anything, you're afraid no one will ever love you. Not once they get to know you, and | mean truly get to 
know who you really are." 


Axl wasn't smiling at all now. The two of them simply stared at each other. 


Around them, the party raged on. The disco lights flashed all the colours of the rainbow around the general 
shadowy dimness, and Madonna trilled happily about feeling like a virgin 


"How'd you know?" Axl said weakly, pawing at the bar to get the bartender's attention without taking his eyes 
off the clairvoyant before him. 


A smile broke out on Freddie's face - a soft, rather sad one. "| didn't, darling. | just described myself. | 
projected, one could say. And." He shrugged. "Well, | suppose you could relate, poor thing that you are." 


He looked past Axl at the bartender. "Two bourbons, please. Neat." 

Axl chewed his lip as he watched the golden liquid swirl gracefully into the glass. It was strangely difficult, he 
realised, to look at Freddie when he had that expression on his face, that faraway look of wistful forlornness. 
Idols weren't supposed to get sad, they should always be lively and happy and Axl didn't even finish that train 
of thought before he realised how stupid he was being, Picking up his bourbon, he took a sip, scrunching his 
nose slightly as he tried to identify the flavours. 

Vanilla, for sure. And something really sweet. Caramel? And something nutty, or maybe wood-y - 


Asshole, Freddie Mercury is sitting next fo you upset and you're playing wine connoisseur to the stars? | should 
fuck you up. 


He risked a glance over at Freddie. The other man was tilting his glass absently from side to side, taking a long, 
thoughtful drag on his cigarette and chasing it up with a dainty sip of bourbon 


Jesus, he still looks miserable. 
Well, do something about if, moron. Talk. Empathise. Use your people skills 


You mean the same people skills that got me banned from the Rainbow? 


"| grew up Pentecostal," he said, turning to Freddie and trying to hush the voices of his subconscious. "It's like 
this little-known offshoot of Christianity. My stepdad was a reverend. We went to church every day, Twice a 
day on Sundays." 


He shrugged, ruffled his hair and glanced at the dance floor, where the men were slow-grinding to a crooning 


blues number and a single oddball was sitting on the floor reapplying his makeup. 
"So yeah. If my family saw me here, they wouldn't just have kittens, they'd have a whole fuckin’ farm." 
Freddie's moustache twitched. Assuming it was a smile, Axl ploughed on. 


"| mean, we were so religious | couldn't even bust a nut without feeling like the entire damn church was 


watching me and judging. Eventually | realised, | just gotta stop jerkin’ off during Mass." 
Freddie choked on his bourbon, spraying liquid out of his nostrils as he cough-laughed and slapped his knee. The 
bartender hurried round with tissues and thumped Freddie's back a couple of times, giving Axl a confused look, 


before Freddie waved him off, giving a thumbs-up to indicate he was alive. 


"You cheeky little bugger," he gasped, wiping tears from his eyes, and Axl glowed. "You - oh, dear. 
Masturbation during Mass. Sounds like a pretty great song title, actually." 


"You can credit me in the next album." 
"Why don't you write it? You're a singer too." 
"Well, maybe | will” 


They drank in companionable silence for a few minutes, Axl still floating from having made Freddie laugh that 


hard. 

‘I'm Zoroastrian," Freddie said suddenly. 

Axl nodded once, slowly. "Uh-huh." 

Rolling his eyes, Freddie have a little shake of the head. "You have no idea what that is, do you?" 


Axl shrugged, palms up, a helpless little grin tugging the corners of his mouth. "A religion?" he guessed. "You 


know, since we were on the subject..2" 


"Actually, you're right," Freddie reassured him, patting his shoulder. "Its one of the world's oldest religions. Its 
a monotheistic faith, centered in a dualistic cosmology of good and evil and an eschatology predicting the 
ultimate destruction of said evil." 


He sipped neatly at his bourbon and hollowed his cheeks slightly as he swallowed, making his cheekbones more 
prominent than ever. Axl blinked stupidly at him. 


"Huh," he said at last. "You're a lot more eloquent than people give you credit for, arentcha?" 


Freddie shrugged the compliment away, a quick little jerk of the shoulders and a careless tilt of the head, but 
he still looked rather pleased with himself. 


"Oh, I'm not the clever one. Brian's the astrophysicist. And Deacy did electrical engineering, and Rog - " 


He paused, and cocked his head in thought. "Well, he was studying dentistry when | met him. I'm sure he 
changed course, biology or something like that, but I'm not quite sure." 


Axl shook his head. "My band - we barely have a high school diploma between the five of us." 


Freddie roared with laughter, and lit another cigarette, offering the box to Axl. "You'd better hope this music 


thing works out for you, then, otherwise you're fucked, aren't you, darling?” 


"Yeah," Axl said, thoughtfully. He took a cigarette out of the box, stuck it in his mouth and leaned forward so 
Freddie could light it, using a matchstick he'd conjured apparently from thin air "Yeah, |..guess | am." 


They both smoked for a while. All of a sudden, an idea exploded into Axl's brain. He slammed his hand against 
the bar, making Freddie jump slightly and roll his eyes, pressing his palm to his chest. 


"What is the matter with you?" 

"Tell you what," Axl proclaimed, leaning forward and feeling his eyes glitter with that mad, slightly terrifying 
excitement that preceded all very good and very bad ideas. "Ten dollars says | hit the big time, and you'll be 
begging my band to open for Queen" 

Freddie narrowed his eyes at him. "Ambitious little fucker, aren't you?" 

"Be a pretty shitty world without ambition" 

They stared hard at each other, Axl's eyes glittering away, Freddie's trying and failing to be serious. 

"Fuck it, go on, then," Freddie said at last, reaching out to slap his palm against Axl's, laughing as Axl squeezed 
his fingers and punched the air with his other hand. "If you lose, though, keep the money and buy yourself a 


sandwich, you malnourished - " 


"Yeah? If you win, we can put it in a jar and save up money to get your teeth fixed!" 


Freddie pitched the remainder of his drink, which wasn't much drink at all, at Axl. Glancing down at the small 
dark stain on his shirt, Axl shook his head. "If you wanted me to take my shirt off, all you had to do was ask" 


"Sweetheart, if | wanted to see pallor and emaciation, | could have gone to the city morgue." 

"Fuck yod" 

"Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you?" 

"Whatever. Maybe I'll have pity-sex with you when Queen is yesterday's news and Guns is the hot new ticket" 
Freddie took a long, long drag of his cigarettes and turned his body, and looking Axl straight in the eye. 
"Darling," he drawled. "| have no doubt that your band will do great things. | have no doubt that many bands in 
the future will do great things. But get one thing right in your mind" 

He leaned forward, and pointed his cigarette at Axl's nose, making him go a little cross-eyed, 


"Queen will never, ever be yesterday's news." 


Axl tried to nod, finding his spinal cord was pretty much frozen as Freddie pierced him that unwavering look of 


intensity. 
Holy shit, his eyes are gorgeous. 


Freddie furrowed his brows at him. The bartender glanced over, concerned, and Axl realised he was, once again, 


staring. 

"Amen," he breathed. "Amen to that, Your Royal Highness." 

He gave a little salute. Freddie smiled at him, and relaxed back into his seat. 

"You're an odd one." 

That made Axl laugh, and he gestured for the bartender to refill their glasses. He didn't much care with what, 
to be frank. He just wanted this night to keep going. Forever, if possible. He clinked his glass against Freddie's, 
and they held their drinks up in their air for a few seconds, eyes Trained on each other. That cheeky, 
whimsical little smile was twitching under Freddie's moustache again, and in response, Axl felt his face become 


invaded by a wide, slightly manic grin 


"Oh, Mr Mercury. You have no idea" 


